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Ready, Aim, Fire 


Author's Notes: 
I\'m not sure where all the Jon/Richie is coming from. *pokes brain% 


"Is a good thing you have a dick, Jon" 


Richie saw the momentary flash of confusion through the bottom of his glass, took note of the split second 
Jon's eyebrows were in the air before he plastered his /m Jon Bon Jovi and I know exactly whats going on look 
back on. God forbid he be vulnerable for a minute, even vulnerable enough to admit Richie's statement came 


out of nowhere and he wasn't sure how to take it. 
"Millions of women agree." 
The Jon Bon Jovi smirk Always, always there after Jon said something funny. This was where Richie would 


laugh, throw back a quip about how that wasn't what the women said when they went running to Richie after 
Jon failed to satisfy them. 


Richie refilled his glass. "I love you." 

Another quick falter. Richie could see the wheels turning, could see him mentally reaching out and pulling the 
perfect answer from his list of default statements. By the time Richie's glass was half empty, Jon had 
switched back into /am on fop of things mode, with a plastered-on smile that was probably meant to be /m 
touched but came across more as /m Jon Bon Jovi Of course you love me. Who doesn’t? 


‘| love you too, Rich." 


The words were inflated, pumped full of real-faux emotion Jon was good at that. Say something, lace it with 
expertly faked sincerity, and the target believes you really mean it. 


You - whoever you are, the media or the opening band or Richie - go into the conversation knowing Jon lies, 
knowing he's an egomaniac and a liar. You arm yourself, ready this time because you know he's going to try 
and charm you, and you aren't going to fall for it. 

He sees you as a target, and his aim is perfect. You leave thinking he's the most down-to-earth person you've 
ever met, thinking he really will try his best to get you a few extra minutes for your set, thinking not only is 
he capable of really loving, he loves you 

Bulls-eye. 

Not this time. 

"And I'm glad you have a dick." 

Jon's eyebrows furrowed. Not real confusion, he wouldn't show that. Fake confusion to cover up that he 
legitimately had no idea why Richie said that. Jon Bon Jovi style confusion - Don't worry, I still know what's going 
on, | just want to make you say it 


"Really." 


Glass empty. Richie watched Jon through the bottom for as long as he could without raising suspicion. His face 
was distorted, but only a little. Imperfection. If Jon knew, he would've ordered the bar switch to paper cups. 


Richie refilled the glass and braced himself. He was about to do what no one else seemed to dare - test Jon's 
sincerity. 


"See, ‘cause you know how | am with women. A complete and total fuckup. I've ruined every straight 


relationship I've ever had." 


Jon nodded. Slowly. The / understand, because | am Jon Bon Jovi and | understand everything about everyone nod. 
Was he really listening? 


"But you're not a woman, so this relationship isn't doomed. So, I'm glad." 


Drink, Richie. Don't look at his face. You don't want to see which patented Jon Bon Jovi face he's making, don't 
want to know if he failed the test. 


Silence for a minute, so thick he could hear the gears shifting in Jon's brain. The glass emptied Jon's face 


distorted through the thick bottom. 
Jon laughed. "Yeah, well, if you keep fucking up with women, means you get to fuck more of ‘em, right?" 
Failure. 


Richie refilled the glass. The pitcher was empty. It'd probably look weird to stare at Jon through the bottom of 
that, see if it distorted him any more. Might twist him so much the real Jon would be visible. 


"Right. Ha. Funny. It's all a big joke, isn't it?" 
Jon frowned. More confusion. Maybe it was real this time. 


The thought almost made Richie laugh out loud. The last thing Jon would do right now, now that Richie had 


almost weaseled in through the shields, was show that it was possible to weasel in. 
"You're drunk, Sambora" 
No. Richie glanced at the empty pitcher. Okay, maybe. 


‘Of course. | say something really emotional and its either a joke or I'm drunk That's how it works, right? 


Richie doesn't feel shit" 

Come on, Jon. The balls in your court now - fumble. Real people with real emotions blunder every now and 
then. Say something stupid, something so boneheaded it can only come from an impulsive emotional reaction. 
Pass the test, Jon, come on. 


‘| love you, Rich." 


When all else fails, go for something you've said before that worked. Richie had thrown a wrench into the 
works with "I love you" before, so it should derail Richie, right? 


Richie sighed. 


Jon leaned forward and rested his hand on Richie's. "l really do." 


With his free hand, Richie lifted his glass and drained it. Through the bottom, Jon looked sincere. 
"| love you too." 


Bulls-eye. 


